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logwork to fence off the stream at its angles, in
large spaces of cultivable land.

In several turns of the valley the lateral cliffs
go plump down into these fields as if into a
green lake; but usually, slopes of shale, now
forest-hidden, ascend to heights of six or seven
hundred feet before the cliffs begin; then the
mountain above becomes partly a fortress wall,
partly banks of turf ascending around its bas-
tions or between, but always guarded from ava-
lanche by higher woods or rocks; the snows
melting in early spring, and falling in countless
cascades, mostly over the cliffs, and then in
broken threads down the banks. Beautiful al-
ways, and innocent, the higher summits by mid-
summer are snowless, and no glacial moraine or
torrent defaces or disturbs the solitude of their
pastoral kingdom.

Leaving the carriage at Gluse, I always used
to walk, through this valley, the ten miles to St.
Martin's, resting awhile at the springs of Maglan,
where, close under the cliff, the water thrills im-
perceptibly through the crannies of its fallen
stones, deeper and deeper every instant; till,
within three fathoms of its first trickling thread,
it is a deep stream of dazzling brightness, divid-
ing into swift branches eager for their work at
the mill, or their ministry to the meadows.

Contrary  again  to the  customs  of lessen-s "Limestone Alps of Savoy." a brick.y, nearf the sail; the
